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A CHIP OF THE OLD BLOCK. 

»^4 

IntroiJuctortj. 

HAVE gathered the story of this 
man's life from materials which were 
within my reach. If fiction assumes the 
form of fact, and the details seem somewhat 
prosaic, I think that by the nobleness of 
my subject I may claim to be forgiven. 

That grand and beautiful thing which 
we call the life of a man, is ever the 
grandest when it is the most simple, ever 
the most beautiful when direct in its aim, 
and single in its aspirations. 
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Many live, like Lionel Bang, the life of 
the just and noble, of whom we never 
hear. Some spring into notice by a 
great act of heroism, as those who of late 
have comited not their life dear at Eorke's 
Drift and Isandula. But thousands who 
fight against the subtle darts of evil 
spirits which pour down upon the soul 
—like the Zulus upon the English — 
fight their fight unseen, and die leaving, 
as we say in our ignorance, no trace 
behind. 

But who are we, so to judge ? There 
is an Eye that seeth not as we see, but 
is ever open. There is a Hand which 
ordereth all things for good, and though 
we do not trace the effect to the cause. 
He can do it The influence of a true. 
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steadfast^ Christian life is widespread. 
The man who lives it, is nnconsciously 
better to his neighbour than a thousand 
sermons ; and such an influence I wish to 
dwell upon in the life of Lionel King, 
the Chip of the Old Block, as the 
people of his viUage called him proudly 
when he dwelt amongst them, remem- 
bering him witlv the same pride touched 
with sadness when he had passed away 
from their midst for ever. 

A Chip of the Old Block ! a worthy 
scion of the family who had lived under 
the same roof-tree at Kingsholme Court 
for more centuries than I caii note down 
here, — a family in whom the simple folk 
delighted, and honoured after the fashion 
of times gone by. 




CHAPTER L 

lONEL KING, of Kingsholme Court, 
was bom in the home of his an- 
cestors when this century was in its prime. 
As the village bells were jingling out a 
peal for the birth of the son and heir, 
countless chimes were ringing from belfry- 
towers throughout the length and breadth 
of England for the marriage of the young 
Queen. with the noble Prince, to whom 
her hand and heart were given on the 10th 
of February, 1841. 

10 



A DOUBLE BLESSING. 11 

The rejoicings over the birth of the son 
and heir at Kingsholme were tempered with 
sadness. When the young mother heard 
the merry peals borne upon the breath of 
the clear frosty air, she shuddered, and 
said faintly — 

" Don't let them ring ; there is no 
father to welcome my boy." 

So, indeed, it was. Three months before, 
the head of this ancient house had been 
thrown from his horse and killed in a 
moment. He, who had been accounted 
the best horseman in all the county, was 
riding leisurely along with a friend, when, 
by the sudden stumbling of his horse over 
a stone, he was thrown over the animal's 
head, and never spoke again. 

His young widow, when the tidings 
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reached her, was struck dumb with grief. 
None who watched her thought it possible 
she could survive the birth of her child ; 
but God is good, and He gave her, with the 
gift of a son, strength to lift her head 
again, and meet once more the storms and 
sorrows of life. 

Down in the village on that same day, 
a few hours previously, another baby was 
bom, the child of humble parents who had 
married late in life. Great was the joy 
wHch the birth of George Curtis's first-bom 
gave to his father and mother, and it was 
considered a special honour that he should 
have come into the world on the same 
day as the little lord and master at the 
Court. 

The blacksmith's forge, and cottage 
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adjoining, were near the church, so that at 
the first stroke of the merry peal Mary- 
Curtis, as she preased her new-found 
treasure close, said— 

"The joy-bells do for you, too, my 
beauty, born on the Queen's wedding-day. 
He must be named in token of it, 
George." . 

" I don't like fine names, Mary, for 
simple, plain folk like us," said the black- 
smith, taking the httle clenched fist of his 
son in his big, brown fingers with a gentle- 
ness which it was touching to behold. 
" What a little curiosity it is, to be sure ; 
well, well, keep quiet, and be thank- 
ful thy boy has an old father to love 
him, not like the child that is come up 
yonder." 
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" Is the little squire a healthy child ? 
and oh ! my dear lady, how is she ? " and 
Mary began to show signs of hysterical 
crying, which Mrs. Bunting, the viUage 
nurse, declared was the result of too much 
talk, and turned the blacksmith out of the 
room forthwith. 

What with the excitement and the 
noise of the jangling bells over her head, 
Mary Curtis was very feverish and ill 
before the morning; aad so it came to 
pass that, before another week was over, 
the baby at the forge was motherless, 
even as the baby at the Hall was father- 
less ; and thus the two little lives started 
with a point of sjnnpathy and common 
loss which brought them together from 
their widely -diflferent spheres, and waa 
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the beginning of that most beautiful re- 
lationship of protection and steady kind- 
ness on the one hand, and loyal service 
and heartfelt allegiance on the other, 
which is as rare as it is priceless in 
value, to both master and servant. 

As soon as Mrs. King heard that Mary 
Curtis was gone, she determined to befriend 
her child ; for Mary had been a servant at 
the Court, and had been much respected 
there. 

" I shall have the christening on a Sun- 
day afternoon, just at the usual time in 
the service," Mrs. King said to the clergy- 
man, " and I wish poor Mary Curtis's baby 
to be baptised at the same time. Will 
you arrange it with George Curtis, and say 
that I will give the baby liis christening 
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robe, and I should like it to be brought 
up to the Court afterwards that I may see 
it.. WhatwiUhecaUit?" 

Mr. Vernon smiled. " The child is to 
be called Victor Albert, in memory of the 
day on which he was bom ; but George is 
to be added, and I hope the baby will 
answer to that, it sounds more appro- 
priate, and it is royal also. It seems the 
mother asked that the child might have 
a name which should be a token of the 
day when he was bom." 

"Poor little baby," Mrs. King said 
dreamily; "but why do I say poor, he has 
a father, while mine " 

"While yours has a mother, God's second 
best gift to man. No love for boys in 
their wayward childhood can be like a 
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mother's ; no influence so great ; no 
patience so untiring." 

" But in early manhood ! " the mother 
sighed. 

" Leave the future with God, Mrs. King; 
He mQ take care of it." 

On Easter Day, after the second lesson, 
the two babies were carried to the font of 
the little church of Kingsholme to be 
baptised. The little heir was watched 
with kindly interest by all the neighbours, 
and poor Mary Curtis's cluld was not for- 
gotten. Both babies were singularly quiet 
and good during the early part of the ser- 
vice ; but little Lionel gazed upwards with 
his large violet eyes, and smiled when he 
was held high in Mr. Vernon's arms, and 
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received into the congregation of Christ's 
Church. Victor Albert George, on the 
contrary, resented being taken from the 
arms of good Mrs. Bunting, and gave a 
few Httle spasmodic cries, while his face 
grew red and his little clenched fists beat 
the air as if in remonstrance. 

" What a spirit I " the neighbours said, 
^* but it is lucky to cry a bit ; the young 
squire is too quiet." 

" Ah ! well," said the gamekeeper's wife, 
" he's the image of his papa, a chip of the 
old block if ever there was one ; not that 
the master had no spirit, only he knew 
how to rule it." 

" Yes," said another of the old retainers, 
" there was never a gentleman who held 
himself in better order, and that's why he 
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kept others in order also. There 1 it was 
a bad job when he was took away before 
he was thirty, and all because a horse's 
foot stumbled over a stone." 

" WeU, he was ready to go, and the.Lord 
knows best." 

" I hope the dear lady will live to sec 
the child grow up, or them guardians wiU 
be coming down to these parts, and I ain't 
so fond of them, I can tell you. Did you 
mind how stiff and stem Sir Francis 
looked? — he that stood at the right of the 
font — he's one ; and that mealy-mouthed 
brother of our lady's is another. C^^n't 
say I think much of either of 'em ; but 
time wiU show." 

" There's George Curtis, as proud as a 
peacock, taking his child up to the Court. 
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It^s wonderful how some folks get up in 
the world." 

" Well, poor fellow, he don't seem much 
like it ; he has lost the best wife that ever 
lived. I don't grudge the poor motherless 
baby that handsome cloak or hood, not I; 
and I should be aahamed of myself if I 
talked like some folks of them that are in 
sorrow and trouble like George Curtis." 

With this crushing reproof directed to 
the laat speaker, the gamekeeper's wife led 
the way from the Lych Gate, where this 
conversation had been held, and the group 
of viUagers dispersed to their separate 
homes. 




CHAPTER 11. 




Tlw Spirit EtU^d* 

HE "Sir Francis" standing so stiff 
and proud, on the right side of the 
font, on that bright Easter afternoon, was 
the first cousin of the late squire. His 
father had been the younger brother of 
Mr. King of Kingshohne, little Lionel's 
grandfather, and had been created a 
baronet for some service done to the then 
existing government, in Ireland. The 
title did not bring money, and what there 
was had slipped away or been swallowed 

21 
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up in various schemes and extravagances ; 
so that Sir Francis was poor, and had 
often envied his cousin his fine estate and 
stately house, although he was simply 
Lionel King, gentleman. 

Sir Francis was a few years older 
than his cousin, and at the time of his 
death was a widower with one son and 
one daughter. No two men could pos- 
sibly have presented a greater contrast 
than the late squire and his cousin ; 
and that Sir Francis should be left 
a guardian of the fatherless boy, with 
Mrs. King's brother, did surprise many 
people. But so it was. As if with a 
strange presentiment of death, though 
apparently in full health and vigour, a 
paper was found, dated only a few days 
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before the accident, in Mr. King's desk, 
quite apart from the will which he had 
inade on his marriage two years before, 
md beginning with these remarkable 
words : — 

" We know not what a day may bring 
forth. Should it please God to give me 
a son, and take me away in his early 
infancy, I desire that my cousin Sir 
Francis King, my brother-in-law John 
Crespigny, and my friend and trusty 
legal adviser Charles Briggs, shall be 
his guardians, assist his mother in the 
administration of the property, and advise 
with her as to her child's education and 
welfare. 

" To her I leave, in case of my death, 
the religious training of my son or 
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daughter. United in the same Lord^ and 
striving to serve Him, I know that she 
will bring my boy, if God should grant 
us this gift, to take, up the cross of Christ 
Jesus, and teach him to count all things 
but loss, so that he is found in Him." 

The paper was duly signed, and 
addressed to Mrs. King, who, when she 
had xead it, through a rush of blinding 
tears, could only pray to God for her 
child, and do her best to train him to 
walk in his father's steps. 

Most conscientiously did Mrs. -King 
fulfil her task ; and surely no mother could 
look upon a boy like hers without a thrUl 
of pride and joy. The trials of Lionel's 
young life were few ; but the yearly visit 
of many weeks of Sir Francis King and 
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his two chUdren waa not the happiest 
time to him. Jasper King Vaa a young 
man likely to chafe Lionel's proud spirit ; 
and from very early cMldhood Jasper 
sought for the mastery over his cousin, 
and was powerless to get it. His sister 
Anna was a pale, deUcate girl, who could 
never take any active exercise, and was 
apt to be quarrelsome and irritable. Sir 
Francis indulged her in every fancy, and 
she had a reserved discourteous manner 
to those whom she considered her inferiors, 
which made her unpopular with the people 
at Kingsholme. 

She was called high and mighty like 
her father ; and was said to walk up the 
church as if she waa too good to set foot 
in it. 
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It was one beautiful fine evening, when 
the heat of ' the long summer day was 
declining, and a delicious cool breeze 
came to refresh the weary earth, through 
the great feathery branches of the old 
Scotch firs in one of the plantations. 
Two young men were lying at full length 
on the grass, and the fishing-tackle and 
rods and basket piled up between them 
showed what their amusement had been. 

" Wei], Lionel, how long are you going 
to lie here waiting for that lazy fellow 
Curtis ? I'm not going to lug about my 
basket and rods any further. I'll leave 
you to do that." 

*' I wonder Curtis is not come up with 
us ; but he has some reason for it, depend 
on it." 
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"You spoil that fellow, Lionel, my 
father says " 

"Don't quote your father, please, Jasper; 
what he has to say, let me hear it from 
him." 

" It doesn't answer to take people out 
of their places, Lionel. You needn't be 
so fierce. Why, I used to get more out 
of my fag at Eton than you do out of 
that precious keeper or valet, or groom of 
the chambers^ — ^for I don't know what to 
call him." 

Lionel's fine face flushed angrily as he 
drew himself into a sitting attitude — the 
steady tramp of feet on the turf, and crack- 
ling of some of the underwood announcing 
the approach of Curtis. 

He was as fine a specimecL ot ^cws^% 
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manhood as his master was^ and he carried 
a chnd in his strong arms, the water drip- 
ping from her long hair and little cotton 
frock. 

" I beg your pardon, sir," he said, ad- 
dressing Lionel, who sprang to his feet, 
" but I had to pull this little one out of 
the water, I heard a cry, and that's what 
made me run back. Poor little thing, 
she's coming round now ; but she's fright- 
ened enough, and so was L I thought 
she was going fast for the dam by the 
mill, and then no one could have saved 
her."' 

" Whose child is she ? " asked Lionel 
"It's old Sam Bird's grandchild, sir; 
the old man is past taking care of her, 
and she ought to be looked after." 
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** rU speak to my mother about 
her." 

*' Our lady has been very kind already, 
sir, and oflfered to pay for the child's 
board; but old Sam is a strange party 
to deal with, and -" 

" Here, put the child down, and take up 
the rods and basket, Curtis," Jasper said 
in his usually commanding tone. "We 
shall be late for dinner if we stand idling 
here ; do you hear ? " 

George Curtis certainly heard, but he 
did not heed. He only turned to his young 
master, and said— 

" She can't stand yet, sir ; she is all of 
a tremble still. I must carry her to her 
grandfether. down m the ^e." 

"Put that child down, and take \si^ 



30 A CHIP OF THE OLD BLOCK. 

fishing-tackle ; do you hear ? " Jasper King 
repeated. 

His face was white with suppressed 
anger at not being obeyed, and, stamping 
his foot, he said— 

"I shall report your conduct to Sir 
Francis," at the same time roughly at- 
tempting to take the chUd from George. 

" For shame, Jasper I" Lionel exclaimed, 
and then he took the little dripping girl, 
who was beginning to sob piteously, in his 
arms, saying — 

" Take Mr. Jasper King's fishing-basket, 
Curtis, and carry the tackle to the Court." 
Then, without a word, and bearing the cHld 
tenderly in his arms, he set out towards 
home. 

"^ I did not know you were such a good 
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nurse," said Jasper in a derisive tone. 
" You might get a good place in India as 
a bearer 1 " 

"I wish you would mind your own 
business," were the words on Lionel's Ups, 
and angrier words after them, for nothing 
is harder to bear patiently than scoffs and 
taunts. But Lionel held his tongue and 
his temper alike in check; and though 
his lower lip worked convulsively in his 
efforts to restrain himself, his beautiful 
expressive eyes were full of tenderness 
as he looked from time to time into 
the Uttle paJlid face resting against his 
arm. 

" How did it happen, Curtis 1 " Lionel 
asked, as George came up. 

" I don't know, sir, any more than you 
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do, I heard a ecream, and when I got to 
the bank of the stream, I saw her floating 
down it, just like a leaf; it is very rapid 
in that part." 

" And you plunged in ? '* 

" Of course I did, sir. You and I have 
pulled along there many*s a time. Ah, sir, 
I feel as if those days were over ; and you 
going to Oxford, too. I shall feel lone- 
some enough here.*' 

" Not you, Curtis ; you must look after 
all my especial property, and be a jack-of- 
aU-trades. Here I must turn off now to- 
wards the village, mustn't I ? Old Bird's 
cottage is close by your house, is it not ? 
You must go up to the Court with 
Mr. Jasper." 

"You are never going through the 
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viUage like that, Lionel ? " said his cousin, 
who was strolling on in front with his 
hands in his pockets. " It is bad enough 
to walk through the plantation with that 
child. You may meet a carriage on the 
road/* 

" All right, if I do/* said Lionel gaily. 
" Do as I tell you, Curtis, and then come 
after me." 

Lionel did not meet a carriage, but he 
met Sir Francis and his cousin Anna on 
horseback, who turned in their saddles to 
look at him; and Sir Francis called 
out — 

" What have you got there, Lionel ? " 

*' A little girl that has fallen into the 
water," Lionel replied, and the next 
moment he was at old Bird's cottage- 

• 
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door, greeted by his mother, who had 
been down into the village on one of her 
missions of mercy and love, and had 
been sympathising with the old cobbler 
on the prolonged absence of his little 
May, 

With Mrs. King's ready help, and the 
assistance of a kind neighbour, the little 
truant was soon safely in bed, and sinking 
off to . sleep. The old grandfather mur- 
muring his thanks in broken faltering 
words, and blessing the kindness of the 
young squire. 

" It's Curtis you must thank. Bird ; here 
he comes ; and now, mother, we must go 
home to dinner." 

As the mother and son passed up the 
village, many admiring eyes were on them. 
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many curtseys dropped by mothers stand- 
ing at the doors to enjoy the lovely 
evening with babies in their arms, many 
foreheads and hats were touched in token 
of respect. 

"What a fine couple they do make/' 
said Alice Cross, who acted as housekeeper 
to Curtis, and had done so since the death 
of his wife. " What a fine couple. She 
don't look like his mother ; she might be 
his wife, or sister." 

"They do say," said the neighbour 
thus addressed, "that when the young 
squire has done with college, she'll 
have a deal of company here at the 
Court." 

"I dare say, it's only natural; and I 
only hope it'll be pleasanter company than 
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what's there now, that's all ; but I must 
go in and look after George's supper. So 
rU say good evening." 

Mrs. Cross trudged away, and found the 
father and son in earnest conversation. 
The father putting away his tools in 
the forge, and stopping now and then 
to lift his paper cap, and wipe his fore- 
head with a large red-and-white pocket- 
handkerchief. 

"Well, lad," he was saying, "I am 
getting an old man now, and there isn't 
many years of work left in me. I only 
wish to see you a man such as your poor 
mother would have been proud of ; and I 
thank God that you are steady-going and 
industrious, though I don't say but I'd 
rather you had taken to my trade, and my 
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father's before me, than hanging-oii about 
tbe Court." 

"I don't * hang-on/ father. I am an 
under-keeper, and look after the squire's 
sports; and he likes me about him 
better than any one. Still, when he 
is gone to Oxford it wiU be a diflFerent 
thing; and if I am to be ordered 
about by that sneaking, pale-faced, 
yoimg " 

" Hush, now ; hush, boy ; no names, nor 
setting up to judge thy betters." 

" And if you don't come in this minute 
and change your wet clothes, you'll be 
down in the rheumatics, George." 

The shrill voice was Alice Cross's, and 
Greorge obeyed at once. 

"Wet clothes I wet clothes I What 
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has he been and done now ? " the father 
asked. 

"Why, saved the life of Sam Bird's 
Uttle May, to be sure, by plunging into 
the mill-stream after her. The child had 
strayed off there, and feU in. I wonder 
you did not see the squire himself carrying 
the little one to her grandfather ; there's 
never no pride in him.'* 

" A Chip of the Old Block,'' said the 
blacksmith aloud ; and then he went on 
to himsdf — 

" Saved little May's life I Why, Mary, 
my dear Mary, we may thank God for our 
boy ; his heart is in the right place, and 
no boast nor brag in him." 

And there were some in the village 
who would have said, and indeed did say 
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when they heard the story, that the black- 
smith's son, young Curtis, waa also a Chip 
of the Old Block. 
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CHAPTER III. 



IixSSLD Sam Bird was sitting over the 
embers of the fire, which had been 
lighted to dry little May, when a tap at 
the door made him look up. 

The tall figure of George Curtis came 
in, half shyly, half reluctantly, as if un- 
certain of his welcome. For Sam Bird 
was somewhat querulous and irritable, and 
was as snappish as a woman when he was 
put out, the blacksmith said. He was 
bending over the fire, for, though it was 

40 
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a fine evening, he was chilly, and had been 
bowing his old back on the cobbler's stool 
all day. 

" I just took the liberty to ask how the 
little one seems ; it was a sharp tumble for 
her into the water," 

"Ay,ay,"said Sam Bird in a whining 
voice, " That comes of an old man like 
me being left with a child. What am I 
to do if she will stray away? I don't 
know; bless her, she's a pretty lamb. 
You may look at her if you choose ; but 
don't you go and wake her." 

George Curtis drew near the little bed 
in the comer by the window where the 
child lay. The light had scarcely yet 
faded from the western sky, and what 
light there was fell upon the face of the 



42 A CHIP OF THE OLD BLOCK. 

sleeper. The sweet, baby face waa flushed 
with crimson, and the tangled mass of 
golden hair lay about it like a cloud. 
One small hand grasped a half-withered 
rose, which May had taken from Mrs. 
King's dress, and the other pillowed her 
cheek. 

George Curtis stood and looked down 
on the little truant, and, bending down, 
kissed May's forehead, saying — 

"She is a pretty one, and no mis- 
take.'' He started as, on turning roimd, 
he saw the yoimg squire. The blood 
rushed to Curtis's face, and he said, half 
apologising— 

" I couldn't help coming to have a look 
at her, sir, nor " 

"Neither could I," Lionel replied, 
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"though I have not the same reason. 
Dear little thing," he added, *'she must 
be better looked after. My mother will 
manage it. This poor old man must have 
help.'' 

" Dear heart I " Sam Bird now broke in, 
"to think of the young squire coming 
down the village to see how my May 
waa. She is nicely. T thank you, sir; 
seems to me the fire makes me drowsy, 
for I be as sleepy as I can be; that 
lam." 

"Then follow May's example, Sam, 
and go to bed ; it's time, for it's getting 
on to half-past nine, and these are the 
long days, and we forget how near the 
night is. 

**Ay, ay, sir, and my long day is 
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nearly spent Sometimes I think it's 
strange how I forget that my night is 
near. That's the way with all of ns ; we 
don't seem to think of it, and the Lord 
comes like a thief to most of us ; but we 
ain't all as ready as your blessed father 



was." 



George Curtis was impatient, and could 
not bear to hear the old man going on in 
this garrulous way ; but Lionel answered 
kindly — 

"We can all try to watch, Sam, and 
then when God comes for us we shall not 
be frightened. You'll see Mrs. King early 
to-morrow. Good-night. Walk up to 
the Court with me, Curtis ; I have some- 
thing to tell you," for George was respect- 
fuUy touching his hat, and turning away 
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toward his own' home. **It is settled 
that I am to go abroad for three months 
before I take up at Oxford, and I am 
to start next week. Sir Francis and 
even my uncle thinks it best. They say 
I am too much of a home-bird, Curtis, 
and as I have had tutors, and never been 
knocked about at a public school, they 
think I ought to see something of the 
world/' 

"I am dreadfully sorry, sir, that you 
are going away," George said. " It won't 
be the same place without you, and Fm 
afraid I shall want you more than any 
one, except our lady. It's dull work with 
the father, and he is always at me about 
the trade, and that I ought to be a black- 
smitL I don't believe I could stand that 
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manner of life, and never out of the sound 
of Alice Cross's tongue. You don't know 
what that is, sir." 

Lionel laughed. 

" I daresay it's not the pleasantest sound 
in the world ; but if you are to help your 
father, Curtis, I don't know what to say, 
perhaps I have been wrong to keep you 
about the place. I'll think over it, and 
whether I'm here or not, Curtis, you will 
keep out of what may hurt you — -you 
know what I mean." 

Curtis nodded his head. 

"Yes, sir, I know; but I can tell you, 
Mr. Jasper is out every night smoking 
and drinking with the young Barkers 
when his father thinks he is safe ki 
bed." 
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" I can't listen to tales like that, Curtis/' 
Lionel said, with dignity, " and the young 
Barkers only lead you into mischief, so 
look to yourself, and keep out of harm's 
way. 

The figures of the two yoimg men were 
seen advancing up a side walk to the 
terrace, where Mrs. King and Sir Francis 
and his son were enjoying the beauty of 
the summer evening. 

" I feel more and more convinced that 
it is time Lionel left Kingsholme, Isabella ; 
look at his companion." 

"It is Curtis, I think — ^yes, George 
Curtis, a faithful, good fellow as ever 
Uved." 

A low mocking laugh from Jasper King 
was followed by the words — 



i 
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" You know nothing about him, I am 
afraid; he is forward and impertinent, 
and takes liberties that ought not to be 
allowed." 

Mrs. King did not notice this speech,but 
stepping forward met her son, who came 
towards his mother with a bright smile. 

"The cliild is sound asleep," he 

said, "and I know you will sleep the 

better for hearing it Take a turn 

with me, mother* What is to be done 

with Curtis when I am gone?" Lionel 

asked. "I hope he will be well treated. 

How long are they going to stay- this. 

time ? " 

" I do not know, dear ; I never ask. Sir 
Francis as your guardian is free to come 

and go here." 
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" So it seems," said Lionel proudly. ** It 
is not Sir Francis that rubs me the wrong 
way, mother ; it is Jasper, a meddlesome 
puppy." 

" I know it is a trial to you, dear boy ; 
but, Lionel, perhaps it is good for you to 
have some cross to take up." 

"I see what you mean," Lionel said, 
"but there is something so mean in 
him — so deceitful; and I don't be- 
lieve Ma &ti.er tao™ what he i» up 
to. I do often feel inclined to fall 
into a rage with him, and thrash him, 
I confess. Curtis is worth a himdred 
of him, and the way he treats him is 
shameful" 

" Lionel," his mother said, looking up 
into his face, " I do not think invective 

D 
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ever does any good. Your life is singu- 
larly happy ; is it not ? " 

"Yes, mother, with you," he said 
tenderly. 

"And your great aim is to live the 
life your father desired for you, to take 
up the cross of Christ, and think all 
things as nothing in comparison to 
this ? " 

" Yes, mother," Lionel said reverently, 
" I think it is my aim ; and you have led 
me to see that in this is my highest happi- 



ness." 



" Well, then, my Lionel, strive for the 
mastery in all things, and let your cousin 
see that you are, by God's grace, able to 
gain it. I daresay it is best you should 
go from me. I know it is best ; and with 
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Mr. Barnes you will be safe. Ah ! Lionel, 
you will be so happy that you will be sorry 
to come back." 

" Never/' Lionel said, looking out upon 
the country before him, bathed in the soft 
light of a rising moon, which lengthened 
out this June day to its longest. "Never; 
home is the sweetest and best place for 
me while I have my mother here; and 
it is a beautiful home, a home to be 
proud of.'^ 

Lionel stood looking earnestly upon 
the scene before him. Behind him was 
the gable of the house, casting a sharply- 
defined shadow on the turf which sloped 
up from the terrace. Suddenly a night- 
ingale near by sent out a thrilling burst 
of melody, and a bat on swift circlirL^ 
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wing wheeled round tha great tulip 
tree. 

Stars were looking down upon the quiet 
earth with the steady radiance which 
seems to shine into our very souls with 
the light of another and higher life. All 
was calm and pure and lovely. Alas I 
that under this same overarching canopy 
of deepest blue — ^where the mother and 
her son exchanged a loving kiss — alas 1 
that sin should surge with dark, troubled 
waves, that pain and distress and sorrow 
and crying should send up a wail to God 
so strangely out of harmony with this 
peaceful brooding night. Later, as the old 
clock in the stable chimed eleven, the 
figure of a man might have been seen, 
keeping well in the shadow of the trees. 
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and going towards the viUage. A cigar 
was in his mouth, and he went on at a 
rapid pace till he reached a good-sized 
white house at the further end of the 
village, and standing quite alone* He 
gave a low whistle at the gate, and the 
door opened quietly, and Jasper King 
entered. 

" We thought you were not coming," 
said a rough voice. " You'll have to make 
up for lost time." 

" Come, now ; give a fellow a minute's 
breathing time," was the reply, " or I shall 
be losing again. I hope youVe got a 
good tap going." 

" Yes, to be sure ; whisky, or rum, if 
you like it better. Anything in reason, 
sir," said the young man with a laugh ; 
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" but we axe all of a tremble, expecting you 
to caxiy off last night's gains. What 
stakes? You are such a precious sharp 
hand, you know, you must not come down 
too heavy." 

I am not learned in the mysteries of 
cards and dice, but I know that the game 
played to such good purpose by the 
young Barkers was one that is common 
enough when money is the object. 
Jasper King was weak and vain, and by 
flattery aud obsequiousness at one time, 
and a sort of rough bullying at another, 
these two young men and their boon 
compamons had him pretty weU in their 
hands. 

They were looked upon with suspicion 
by the neighbourhood; but they held 
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the farm on a long lease, and their 
father, a poor, bed-ridden cripple, had 
borne a good character in his day. 
Neither of these young men ever entered 
the church, and Mr. Vernon had but 
a cold reception when he visited the 
father. 

"These young Barkers are a bad lot," 
the village people said ; and , in several 
instances boys and lads who had kept 
company with them went down hill 
rapidly. 

Of late, more than once George Curtis 
had gone into the White House, as the 
Barkers' farm was called. A good supper 
and a pipe were the temptations to him ; 
and he was considered as much below 
the Barkers in the social scale as Jasper 
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King was above them. He was flattered 
by their notice, as they were by Jasper's ; 
and he told himself sometimes there was 
no harm in getting out of the sound of 
Alice Cross's voice, and eating a good 
steak-pie, with draughts of ale, when he 
was asked to do so. 

No harm I Oh how much mischief do 
these words work I I think I may safely 
say that when we have to tell ourselves 
"there is no harm" in anything we are 
doing, and "no harm" in the place to 
which we are going, we may be suspicious 
of the nature of the act, or the character 
of the place. George Curtis's conscience 
was not asleep, and his young master's 
influence over him was for good; but 
every time he entered the White House 
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" he was in slippery places," and he had 
need to say, " Lead me not into tempta- 
tion," and fight in God's strength to 
resist it. 






CHAPTER IV. 
Temptation* 

lONEL KING was up late on that fair 
summer night. He felt unusually 
wakeful, and walked up and down the 
terrace for some time before he went 
up to his room. The rising moon made 
the short summer night almost like the 
day, and Mrs. King, looking out from 
her window, watched the tall, erect, well- 
knit form of her son pacing to and fro 
with the leisurely tread of one deep in 
thought. Long did she remember that 

68 
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night, and the prayers that she sent up to 
God for her darling. I think, keep him 
from the evil, was the key-note of her 
prayer. He was soon to go from her; 
and though with the tutor and friend 
of years, still it would be separation, 
and who could tell what lay before the 
boy. "I pray not that Thou shouldest 
take them out of the world, but that 
Thou shouldest keep them from the 
evil." The words comforted her. She 
had guarded her treasure so carefully. 
Her friends had said, if he does not 
go to a public school he would never 
be manly. But was he not manly? a 
young atHete, with every limb in fdl 
force and power ? 

** You cannot keep the heir of a placa 
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like this a child always ; he must go to 
Oxford; he must traveV' Sir Francis 
said. 

She had consented, and in a week from 
this time he would be far away, ajid would 
never be at home again as he had been, 
for then Oxford would follow, and then 

Ah I what a veil hangs between 

us and the future. Let us thank God for 
this ; for in this, as in other things. He 
knoweth what is best. Mrs. King leaned 
out of the window as her son passed 
beneath, and said gently — 

" Good-night, Lionel." 

" You awake still, mother I Is it not a 
beautiful night ? and so light — ^why, I can 
see you distinctly I " 

"And I can see you," she said; and 
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never, surely, had the face turned up to 
her looked so beautiful in her eyes. The 
moon shining full on it, lighted it with a 
soft radiance; and a lock of dark hair 
shadowing his broad, white forehead, 
gave the face a strange, almost unearthly 
loveliness. 

"Good-night, dearest boy, and go to 
bed ; it is nearly one o'clock." 

"All right 1" he said in his cheery 
young voice. " Good-night, mother." 

The dawn was streaking the eastern sky 
with lines of rose and gold when George 
Curtis, coming down the village street, 
came suddenly on a man half-sitting, half- 
lying on a heap of stones by the roadside. 
Old Sam Bird, little May's grandfather. 
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had had a stroke of paralysis, and the 
woman who Kved in the next cottage 
hearing groans, had gone to ascertain 
the cause, and found the old man lying 
prostrate on the floor. She was quick to 
rouse George Curtis, and despatch him 
for the doctor ; while Alice Cross came 
to render what help she could to poor 
old Sam. 

George Curtis performed his mission 
with all speed, and was returning when 
he almost stumbled over Jasper King, for 
he it was. 

''Are you hurt, sir?" George asked, 
bending over him, " for the doctor will be 
by directly ; I have been to call him to 
old Bird." 

" Hurt ! nonsense," Jasper said, with a 
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thick utterance whicli told its own tale. 
" Hurt I No. Give me a hand, and help 
me to find the little white gate into the 
park. Make haste now ; " for the idea of 
being seen by Mr. James, the doctor, 
seemed to sober him. 

"The gate is right before you, sir — 
here," George said, trying to steady 
Jasper's faltering footsteps. 

** I am giddy, Curtis. IVe had a fall — 
here, open the gate, and come a bit of the 
way with me ; there's a good fellow." 

This was a very dijfferent tone to that 
of the day before, and George Curtis 
resented it somewhat. 

" You can find your own way, sir, now ; 
it's getting quite light, and I must go and 
look after old Sam Bird." 
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"Here, wait a minute, Curtis/' Jasper 
said, feebly emptying out his pockets. 
'*I don't believe there's a farthing left; 
but, Curtis, you needn't say anything. 
I'll not forget, and you need not say 
you've seen me, you understand I Come 
now, promise." 

"I shall say nothing unless I am 
asked, sir ; but if am asked, I shall not 
teU a lie." 

And with that George Curtis turned 
back and got into the road just as Mr. 
James was passing the little white gate. 

Jasper King stumbled on his way, and 
managed to get in at the little staircase 
window at the back of the Court, by 
which he had for some time escaped 
detection. 



Pity him as he went, hot and feTerish 
and Bick, to his room ; enteiing the house 




lite a thie^ having lost heavily at cards, 
and having drunk freely of wiae and 
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spirits; pity him, I say, and tell me if 
there is any comparison between the 
ways of wisdom and pleasantness and 
the ways of sinful self-indulgence; tell 
me, if looked at only from an earthly 
point of view, the one does not give 
happiness and the faU enjoyment of aU 
God's bountiful gifts, while the other does 
verily bring in its train a long list of 
evils, of body and mind, which pierce the 
soul in the end with many sorrows. 

In another week the young heir was 
gone; but Sir Francis and his family 
lingered at the Court, and Mrs. King was 
not unwilling they should do so, for the 
house seemed to her so unnaturally quiet 
without her boy's light step on the stairs, 
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or the ring of his cheerful voice as he came 
to meet her after a temporary absence. 

Down in the village there were changes. 
On the day of old Sam Bird's seizure 
George Curtis had carried little May to 
his father's house, and now that the old 
grandfather had been dead aad in his 
grave a week, little May was still at the 
blacksmith's cottage. 

She was a bright winsome Httle creature, 
and even Alice Cross forgot to scold and 
raise her voice to " screaming pitch," as 
George expressed it, when little May was 
concerned. As to the good blacksmith 
himself, he looked upon her as just the 
little maid his Mary would have loved for 
her own ; and as to her board, it was no 
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more than a sparroVs. It was the future 
he thought of; he was getting old, and 
George would be left saddled with the 
child if he died. But George, when con- 
sulted, said that he would take up at the 
forge at once rather than give up little 
May; she belonged to him, and he had 
saved her life, and he felt as if her natural 
place was with him. 

Mrs. Ejng, who was consulted about 
this, as about everything else connected 
with her people in the village, was inclined 
to think that the child's presence might be 
very useful, and prove, as the presence of 
many a little child has proved in a house- 
hold, a real blessing. 

Old Sam Bird had no relations, and May's 
mother had been his only child. So the 
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few pieces of humble furniture were sold 
with the shoemaker's boots and stall to 
the highest bidder in the village, and when 
the funeral expenses were paid and the 
rent of the cottage, up to the date of old 
Sam's death, the small surplus was put 
into George's hands to be taken care of, 
for his little ward. 

The weeks dragged slowly on to George, 
without the presence of the young squire, 
and the radiant summer weather changed 
in the beginning of July into steady rain, 
which set in about St. Swithin, and seemed 
to verify the old saying — ^that a wet St. 
Swithin's Day is always followed by forty 
days of continuous down-pour. It was a 
bad time for the country; the farmers 
grew anxious about their crops, and every 
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one concerned in out-of-door matters 
shared the general depression. George 
Curtis went the usual rounds with the 
keeper, looked after the pheasants' cover, 
and performed his accustomed duties ; but 
his heart was not in his work ; and Mr. 
Strong, the head-keeper, who was gloomy 
and desponding by nature, was full of all 
sorts of evil prophecies as to the game, the 
crops, the return of the young squire, the 
chances that some mischief would befall 
him. 

"This is an * accidental' family," Mr. 
Strong said; "my wife and I often say so. 
Why! there was a King killed by the 
bursting of a gun not fifty years ago ; and 
look at the master, cut off in his prime I 
Depend upon it, this isn't the family to 
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go and risk their Uvea in foreign parts as 
Mr. Lionel has done. Nothing will sur- 
prise me, whatever happens." 

Then followed a long scolding about the 
condition of some guns which were not 
cleaned according to Mr. Strong's idea of 
cleaning, and George felt angry and 
answered roughly, and finally went oflf 
towards home in a bad temper. 

This mood was just one to make him an 
e^sy prey to temptation, and it came to 
him by an invitation from Mr. Jasper 
King to turn up at the .White House that 
evening. For reasons of his own, Jasper 
had been very civil, not to say familiar, 
in his manner to George since the night 
of old Sam Bird's death. The former 
haughty rude way of speaking was ex- 
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changed for a joking easy one, and George 
fell into the snare. Night after night he 
told himself he would never go near the 
White House again; night after night 
he was not sufficient of himself to resist 
it, and he was a frequent visitor at the 
young Barkers. As a matter of course, 
he became disagreeable to his father when 
he remonstrated about the late hour of his 
return ; he was continually involved in a 
wrangle and storm of words with Alice 
Cross, and the frank, happy, open face was 
clouded so that even Mrs. King noticed it, 
and it grieved her. Little May noticed 
it, and one Sunday when George came 
down to the Sunday dinner moody and 
depressed, the result of having taken far 
more drink than was good for him the 
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evening before, the cliild looked up at 
him with her sweet clear blue eyes, and 
said — 

** Georgie come to church this afternoon 
and be good George." Instead of answer- 
ing the child roughly as he had doDC of 
late, he hid his face amongst her golden 
hair and whispered, " I'll try. May/' 

Then he pushed away his untasted 
dinner and went out of the cottage. 

** I wish I could be good," he said, as 
he strode away he did not care where; 
"but it's uncommon hard, especially 
now, when everything is so gloomy and 
wretched." 

George was hardly conscious where he 
was going, and he was dose upon Mrs. 
King before he was aware of it She 
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had her Bible in her hand, and was 
on her way to read to a sick girl before 
service,. 

" Ah, George I " she said, " I am glad I 
have met you. I have good news to-day 
&om Mr. Lionel He will be home again 
very soon. The weather has been as bad 
in Switzerland as it is here, and as Mr. 
Barnes is not very well they have decided 

church, George," Mrs. King said in a soft, 
serious voice. " I hope all things will be 
going well with you when your master 
returns. He has, as you know, a very 
especial interest in you, and all that 
concerns your real welfare. Do not 
disappoint him." 
George turned away his head. He could 
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not meet those soft, sweet, serious eyes. I 
thiBkif any steong, angry reproof had been 
given him then, he would have hardened ; 
but as it was^ he felt ashamed and sorrow- 
ful, and determined to do his best to fight 
against the temptation of drinking, which 
had been getting too strong for him of 
late. As Mrs. King passed on, George 
Curtis turned into a tangled path amongst 
the underwood he knew well, and, throw- 
ing himself on the wet, long grass, he wept 
bitter tears of repentance, and prayed to 
be forgiven. 

From that day, in spite of jeers and 
scoffs and wily persuasions from one 
who, as his superior in rank, should have 
set him a very different example, George 
Curtis never entered the White House or 



76 



A CHIP OF THE OLD BLOCE. 



the little public-house in the village, and 
on his young master's return he could look 
into his face with some confidence and tell 
him of his fall and of his repentance. 





CHAPTER V. 
Thxitigfh 1m M\f ^et shall he tisB. 

HiEBE were great rejoicings in Kings- 
holme on the bright October day 
^hen the young squire returned safe 
md sound to the home of his ancestors, 
[t reminded those who saw it of olden 
imes when the mother and son were seen 
talking down the village to the little 
jhurch to join in a special service of thanks- 
jiving for the mercies God had vouchsafed 
X) them. A large family party was 
fathered at the Court to meet Lionel. 

77 
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Sir Francis and his children, his uncle, 
Mr. Crespigny, and many other more 
distant relations who were invited to the 
Court for shooting and other country 
pleasures. 

If they thought that Mrs. King was, as 
they termed it, '' peculiar in her views," and 
carried things too far in reHgious matters 
for a young man like Lionel, there was 
not one amongst them who did not allow 
that a brighter and more genial hostess 
than Mrs. King could not be found, and 
thatifshehadbrought.upLionelina 
way too emphaticaQy reHgious for every 
one's taste, there was nothing to regret in 
the result. 

" A finer specimen of manhood could 
not be found than my nephew," Mr. Cres- 
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pigny said; "he is a cHip of the old 
block/' 

The bright October days were warm, 
and a spell of Indian summer set in with 
St. Luke's day, as the rainy weather had 
followed St. Swithin's. 

"Call me at four o'clock to-morrow, 
George," Lionel said one afternoon. " Come 
under my window and whistle, and I shall 
wake ; if not, throw up a bit of gravel, as 
you used to do, you know, last season." 

" All right, sir," said George. " You 
may trust to me ; I will be there before 
aaything is stirring." 

Lionel went into the house, and was 
met by Jasper on the stairs. 

"Hallo, Jasper, you don't look very 
bright; what is amiss r' 
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" I am never well, and have not the 
strength of a cat. You have got all the 
constitution of the family/' was the reply 
in a discontented voice. 

"Here, come into my room," Lionel 
said. "I wanted to show you some 
curious birds I have brought back with 
me. That's a rare kind of heron," he con- 
tinued, as he brought out the flattened 
plumage of a long-necked bird ; " look at 
his bill" 

" What a nasty smell," Jasper said. 

" Only camphor and a little fustiness," 
said Lionel, rummaging in the chest for 
another specimen. I brought them down 
myself, — ^this pair of little beauties. ' Such 
eyes they've got. I am going to have 
them all stufled and set up in the corridor." 
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Jasper looked round the room with some 
contempt, such a motley collection of 
articles hung against the walL A little 
iron bedstead was in one comer, and on a 
table near it was an open Bible, a Greek 
Testament, and a Lexicon; while some 
papers covered with writing lay on a desk. 
A picture of his father, and a beautiful 
water-coloir drawing of his mother hung 
over Lionel's bed; while the walls were 
covered with fishing-rods, guns, and stags' 
horns. Jasper lingered. 

" You are a lucky fellow," he said, " with 
more money than you know what to do 
with ; you can indulge every whim, while 
• I " 

" I wonder you don't take up some pro- 
fession or business." 

F 
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** Business 1 Why, I must come at last 
into the bogs in Ireland, which, form my 
paternal inheritance, and at the rate my 
father is now screwing and pincMng and 
living here, I suppose there will be a; 
picking. By the bye, that paragon of 
yours, Curtis, has been up to all sorts of 
mischief since you went away." 

"Into which you led him, I believe," 
said Lionel firmly. 

" It's like that sneak to say that," Jasper 
exclaimed. " I should like to horsewhip 
him for his pains. I say, Lionel," he con- 
tinued, changing his tone, "can you lend 
me a few pounds," for Jasper had caught 
sight of a roll of bank-notes which Lionel 
had carelessly left peeping half-out of his 
despatch-box. They had been left over 
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the expenses of his tour, and he had not 
put them into the safe. 

"I have lent you money again and 
again, Jasper, and I know what it means; 
if to do any good, I would hand you out 
some directly, but I don't think it's 
right. ^^ 

** Can*," was the reply in a low voice, 
as Jasper lounged away. 

The next morning, before it was Hght, 
Lionel was up and dressed; and George 
Curtis's call beneath the window was 
answered by a cheery " All right.*' Do 
you think this young squire went out into 
the woods without his armour? Do you 
think that, however eager his desire to be 
off, he did not bend his knee in prayer to 
God, raising his heart in thanksgiving ? 
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No ; the face that smiled on Curtis in the 
dawning light would not have had that 
bright look of steadfast happiness shining 
on it, had Lionel gone out that morn- 
ing without a few minutes' communion 
with God I 

Just BB the young squire and his keeper 
were getting into the plantation, Lionel 
said — 

"I must go back for two minutes. 
Keep the dogs to heeL I have left some- 
thing in my room." 

Lionel went with rapid strides towards 
the wing of the house where he slept, and 
was up the Uttle staircase leading to his 
room in less than ten minutes after he had 
left it. He had often reproached himself 
with his carelessness about money, and 
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remembered the roll of notes lying half- 
out of his unlocked despatch-box. It was 
a strange presentiment, as we call it, that 
took Lionel back; and how much hung 
on it. When he entered his room, a man 
hastily passed him. The light in the old 
oak corridor was still faint, for the sun was 
not yet up ; but, as Lionel laid a firm grasp 
on the man's shoulder with his disengaged 
hand, he saw it was his cousin Jasper. 

"What are you doing here?" Lionel 
said sternly. 

** I — ^I — ^let me go ; you are throttling 
me. 

"I will not let you go," Lionel said, 
"till you tell me what took you to my 
room like a thief. I believe you are a 
thief," he continued. 
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All tHs time Jasper had been twisting 

liis game-bag, and was not free-handed 
The two young men now stood at the top 
of the staircase— a narrow, winding stair- 
case, the door into the garden was just at 
the foot of it. Jasper was strong with the 
strength of fear ; he was discovered, and 
the plot he had laid to put the robbery of 
his cousin's notes upon George Curtis had 
failed. He must escape; tell his father 
he was ill, and had to go away for a few 
days. 

" Let me go," he said, in a suppressed 
tone. *^What right have you?" and, 
raising his right haad, he hit his cousin's 
head with aQ his force. The blow, though 
coming from such a much weaJser arm, fell 
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right on the temple. Lionel was stunned, 
and, losing his hold of Jasper, he rolled 
heavily down the stairs, and lay there 
senseless. 

Quick as thought, Jasper saw his chance 
of escaping inquiry ; he went back to the 
room, replaced the notes in the despatch- 
box, and, coward and craven that he was, 
fled down the corridor to the door opening 
from the wing into the main part of the 
house, where as yet no one was stirring, 
and was soon lying in his bed, shivering 
with guilty fear; but repeating to him- 
self— 

" There will be no proof. No one will 
ever know, for he will never tell.*' 

Even in his extremity, you see, the cer- 
tainty of his cousin's nobility of soul made 
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him secure, though again and again the 
question arose — 

"Is he dead? Wiat if he is dead ? " 

Meantime George Curtis waited, wonder- 
ing at his young master's prolonged 
absence ; and as the time went on, retraced 
his steps to the house, the dogs in advance, 
as if they knew that something waB 
wrong. Kover, an old pointer, was the 
first at the half-open door, and pushed it 
open with his nose; then he came back 
whining to Curtis. 

" What is it, old fellow, eh ? " Then he 
pressed on and saw his young master 
lying prone at the foot of the stairs. 

George was speechless with terror and 
surprise. He threw down the bags and 
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guns, and kneeling by Lionel's side, he 
raised lus head on his arm. 




"0 sir I Mr. Lionel 1 what is the 
matter 1 " 
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. The long. curled lashes were lifted from 
the pale cheek, lately so ruddy with the 
hue of healthy youth, and he said, as if 
bewildered— 

"Where am I? Help me to get up, 
George." 

George raised him in his strong arms, 
and then Lionel said — 

"Ah! I remember; he hit me a 
cowardly blow while my hands were full, 
and sent me down. Yes ! I remember ; 

the palefaced, sneaking George, help 

me upstairs to my room." 

" Who did this, sir ? Let me go after 
him — let me give the alarm. Was it a 
robber ? " 

" Yes 1 George, yes ! a foe of my own 
household ; it was Jasper King." 
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Poor George nearly choked with indig- 
nant anger, and muttered under his breath 
some imprecations. 

" Hush 1 Curtis ; no words like these. 
Help me up ; for I can't stand . some- 
how" 

With a great effort Lionel drew him- 
self into an upright, position, and by 
slow progress reached his room. He sank 
down on the bed with a groan that went 
to Curtis's heart, and said — 

" Let me be quiet, Curtis ; let me think 
and prayJ^ 

"But can I do nothing for you, sir? 
I must go for the doctor; and I don't 
like to leavi^ you, sir." 

*'Are you afraid I should run away, 
Curtis ? George," he added in a low voice. 
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** I don't think I shall ever run anywhere 
again, for I think he — I mean — I think 
my back is broken." 

"0 sirl don't say such dreadful 
things. sirl — Mr. Lionel 1" and 
Curtis, looking down on the pallid but 
still beautiful face before him, burst out 
into sobs and tears. 

"No, George, no; don't unman me. 
And, George, it must never be known 
how this happened, never ; it will ruin 
him for life. Do you hear ? God is the 
judge, not man. I leave the poor fellow 
to Him. For, oh I I pity him with all 
my heart." 

" Shall I call the servants ? .Our lady 
must be told, sir." 

"Wait a little longer, George, I want 
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to find out sometliing first. There is my 
despatch-box on the table, bring it here. 
And, George, don't look so scared, my 
good fellow." 

"I am frightened to see you look so 
bad, sir. I must go for the doctor; I 
must call help." 

" Do as I tell you first, Curtis." 

There was the old tone of command in 
the voice, and Curtis obeyed. 

Lionel lifted the lid of the box, and, 
with great difl&culty, counted the Bank of 
England notes. They were all there : ten 
ten-pound notes, crisp and new. 

"I don't understand," Lionel said. 
"Perhaps I have wronged him. Now, 
George Curtis, you must give me a solemn 
promise never to teU any Uving man what 
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has happened — I mean, how it happened. 
I fell down stairs. I am hurt badly ; but 
I must keep the secret of how I felL I 
may have wronged Mr. Jasper, for all 
my money is safe. I had no right to 
seize upon him as I did. Now, George, 
promise." 

George Curtis bent over the hand held 
out to him, and promised ; kissing it in 
token of allegiance and good faith. 

"And now, George, go for the doctor, 
and let my mother know ; for I think — 
I want her. Good old George 1 " 

Lionel sighed as Curtis went off on his 
mission ; and then after that, he knew 
little more till he found himself removed 
to his mother's room, and saw her face 
bending over him. 
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"Well, mother, what time is it?" he 
asked. 

" It is scarcely five o'clock, dear,"^ she 
answered calmly. 

" Old Bird said the night comes to us 
all. It is very dark." 

'^The morning is rainy and gloomy, 
dear," she said. 

" Morning 1 how long is it since I fell 
downstairs ? '' 

"More than a week, dearest." 

"A week 1 1 don't understand. A week !" 

*' Don't try to understand, my Lionel, 
but keep very quiet. I thank God you 
are better." 

"Ah! mother, dearest mother 1" he 
said, taking the nourishment she offered 
him, " God is very good to us." 
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Then he slept again ; and the strength 
of his young manhood triumphed over 
the injury to his spine. Life was spared 
to Lionel King ; but the fuU use of limbs 
and powers was gone for ever. And now 
I have only to show, as I promised at 
the outset, what ^the noble life bearing 
the cross after his Lord did for the place 
where that life was passed. 





CHAPTER VI. 

^hftst^ttMt tiut not ViilUd, 

'FTER all that surgical skill could 
do, after the opinions of the best 
doctors of the day, after long months of 
patient endurance, Lionel King came face 
to face with the fact that he was never 
again to have the free use of his limbs. 
It was as the village folk said, with heart- 
felt grief, that their young squire, of whom 
they were so proud, was a cripple for life. 
The injury to his spine was so serious that 

one side was partly paralysed ; and when 
97 a 
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next Lionel appeared in the viUage churcli, 
it was on cratdies. Many of the people 
had seen him earned up the aisle on the 
day of his baptism ; many who had grown 
up with him had seen him walk up in eaxly 
chHdhood, boyhood, and opening manhood 
by his mother's side, with the reverent 
manner which befitted God's house, but 
with never a shade of pretension or un- 
reality about him. And now, on the 
Easter Day after his accident, he came 
slowly and painfully up the same aisle, 
changed — how changed ! — but with the 
face, as it were, of an angeL He was 
at peace now, but there had been times 
of sore conflict, and the fine young 
face was oldened and saddened some- 
what, and there were traces of all he 
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had gone through upon the once smooth 
brow and round the finely-cut lips. It is 
an easy thing to write of victories like 
Lionel's over self, — perhaps pleasant as 
well as easy to recount them ; but I do 
not wish any one to think that the 
way had been smooth over which he 
had travelled since that sad October 
morning. 

"Only George Curtis must be with 
me," he had said, "when I try my 
crutches for the first time, — only George, 
mother." 

And it was only George who saw the 
burst of agony when first the once tall 
athletic figure lifted itself up again and 
tried to support itself by crutches. And 
only George Curtis knew how terrible was 



100 A CHIP OF THE OLD BLOCK. 

that moment when, after a long absence, 
Jasper King returned to Kingshohne 
Court, his secret in his own heart, aud 
his faith in his cousin's strength of pur- 
pose, perhaps the only faith left to 
him. 

" I am glad poor Jasper has come here 
again," Mrs. King said to Lionel one day ; 
" when will you see him ? " 

** I always have felt sorry for him ; for 
he has been over-indulged in some ways, 
and too tightly pulled in others. Mr. 
Vernon has told Sir Francis of the bad 
company he got into at the Barkers', 
and it seems George Curtis was at one 
time drawn into their evil example. The 
poor old father still lingers on, and for 
his sake Mr. Vernon is afraid of offending 
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the sons ; for his ministrations seem such 
a comfort to the old man." 

"I should like to see Jasper alone 
this evening, mother," was all the re- 
sponse Lionel made. **You know he 
will be the possessor of Kingsholme one 
day." 

"Do not say that, Lionel It may 
please God to restore you to health; 
and then I may have a daughter, 
and " 

" I think not, mother," he said cheer- 
fully. " You wUl have to make the best 
of a crippled son." 

No one knew what passed between the 
two cousins that evening ; but once more 
George Curtis, coming through the plant- 
ation, came unexpectedly on Jasper King. 



102 A CHIP OF THE OLD BLOCK. 

He was passing on, not noticing George's 
respectful salute, when he seemed to change 
his mind and stopped. 

" Curtis," he said in a broken, £altering 
voice ; " I have often wronged you, and 

might have done so seriously, had not 

but I believe you know alL You found 
my cousin lying at the foot of the 
stairs, and you know how it was he 
feU." 

" Yes, sir," George said ; " I do know ; 
but I obey my young master, and never a 
word of this win paas my lips without his 
permission." 

George was turning away; he could 
not say more. 

" It was these Barkers who worked my 
rum," Jasper began, excusing himself, as 
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18 the way of weak natures, by blaming 
others. **It wa» these Barkers; they 
persecuted me for money, and I still owe 
them a lot. Don't you have anything to 
do with them, Curtis." 

George drew himself up to his foU 
height. 

"I thank you, sir, for your advice; 
but I have done with them and their 
lot long ago ; and I wish you good 
evening.'* 

A few days later the two young men 
who lived at the White House were 
surprised to receive a note from the young 
squire. 

He particularly wished to see them, and 
as he was lame and could not go to them, 
would they kindly come to him ? The 



104 A CHIP OP THE OLD BLOCK. 

elder demurred, and said he knew 
some mischief wa^ up ; but the younger 
said it might be something about the 
lease of the farm, which was near ex- 
piring. 

" It's a deal more likely to be about that 
sneaking cousin of the squire's, or some 
rigmarole about that ass Curtis. You'd 
better by half stay away." 

Perhaps the elder brother changed his 
mind when the younger returned with his 
pocket-book fuU of notes, clearing off 
Jasper's debt, and an expression on his 
face which struck the other as never seen 
there before. 

" Take the money," he said ; ** III never 
touch it, and I have pretty well made up 
my mind that I'U cut the whole concern. 
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As to the young squire, 111 never forget 
what he said — ^no, nor what he is. It's 
enough to break a fellow down to see him 
lying there ; and I say, Jack, weVe been 
and neglected our old father, and been 
as bad as we can be. I'll have no more 
of it." 

"So you have learned this from the 
young squire, have you ? " said the other ; 
" and you've been backbiting me. I tell 
you what, when the old man is dead, you 
may make yourself scarce, or before if you 
like it." 

The roll of notes was thrown down on the 
table, and in the changed conduct of the 
youngest of the Barkers — ^which the whole 
YiUage soon noticed-waa seen another 
fruit of the young squire's influenca 
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Verily, though laid aside from all active 
service, his gallant spirit was to prove 
that he was a Chip of the Old Block 





CHAPTER VII. 

Bottnden iJut^ and $enrice* 

JOE the next two years, Lionel King 
was passive rather than active; 
but when he came of age, and took the 
management of his estate into his own 
hands, he shook off, as much as possible, 
his invalid habits, and went about amongst 
the people of the village in a little low 
pony chaise, which he drove himself, and in 
which his mother sat by his side, George 
Curtis in constant attendance. 

This coming of age of the young squire 

107 
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was kept with due rejoicings. "Why 
should the people not be happy, because 
I am a cripple, mother ? Besides, I shall 
like to speak to them all after dinner/* 
So the old banqueting , hall at the Court 
was packed close with tenants and village 
folk and friends; and though old Mr. 
Crespigny's voice faltered when he pro- 
posed the young squire's health, Lionel's 
was firm when he spoke in reply. Simple, 
manly words they were, which touched 
all hearts; and do not think he was 
ashamed then and there to confess under 
whom he served. « My friends," he said, 
" if Christ were not my Lord and Master, 
if He had not taught me how to take up 
the cross He has given me to bear after 
Him, I could never have spoken to you 
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to-day as I do, with a heart ftdl of thank- 
fulness for God's mercy to me. If I have 
lost some strength of limb by my fall that 
day, I have yet plenty of strength in heart 
and head ; and I mean, with God's help, 
to use both for your good. And, my 
friends, this is the birthday of one of my 
servants. Twenty-one years ago he was 
bom ; and, I am sure, not one here present 
will grudge the thanks I give him publicly 
for his good service to me since I needed 
it. George Curtis has been trusty and 
true to me, and a good son to a good 
father; and a good brother to a little 
sister he picked up out of the water, down 
by the mill stream, and she has found a 
place in his home from that day." Every 
heart beat with generous pleasure while 
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the young master spoke thus of George 
Curtis ; but many eyes were dim when the 
old blacksmith got up, and in touching, 
homely fashion, said how proud he felt 
to think his son should serve such a 
master. 

The Curtises had been down at the 
village forge for several generations, and 
he who had shoed all the horses from 
the stables at the Court, nigh fifty years, 
he who had worked for the father and 
grandfather of their young squire, he 
could say that this young squire of theirs 
was a chip of the old block, and may God 
bless him. They all loved him ten times 
better when they saw him so brave about 
his pain and trouble. If they had loved 
him when he was riding and walking 
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about amongst them, they loved him more 
now that he could do nothing with the 
gun, or any of the sports he had been so 
fond of. Why, they were bound to think 
there was not a young squire like him for 
caring for his people, and it was their 
duty to try to serve him and his lady 
mother with the best service they could 
give him. 

And now I must, before I part with 
the history of Lionel King, ask you to 
pass over many long years, and to look 
once more upon Kingsholme Court, when 
the summer sunshine lies upon the old 
gabled roof and the emerald turf is crossed 
by the dark shadows of the stately trees 
which stand in all their early freshness 
by the wide lawns and terraces. An 
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old man with silver hair is walking to- 
wards, the house with a stranger who has 
broken a journey to pause at the little 
Kingsholme Eoad Station that he may visit 
the village and Court, in which he seems 
to have a keen interest. The old man 
with white hair is Mr. Vernon, who had 
baptised Lionel in the viUage church, and 
not two months before had read the beauti- 
ful service of our Church over his grave in 
the chancel. 

"I came here with a message to the 
squire," the stranger said, "from one who 
had come under his influence, and had 
lived here. His name is Thomas Barker." 

"Ah I yes," Mr. Vernon said, "the 
younger of two brothers who lived in 
the White House Farm. The elder died 
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soon after his old father, falling a victim to 
his intemperate habits. The younger went 
out to Australia, where the squire set him 
up in business." 

" Yes, and he has prospered so well that 
he is now a rich man ; he charged me to 
see Mr. King and tell him he owed all 
under God to him." 

" Ah 1 and how many can say the same? 
Why, sir, the amount of good effected by 
our squire in his short life could not be 
told. He built that pretty schoolhouse 
you see yonder; he organised a reading 
and lecture-room for the young men of this 
and neighbouring parishes. He held classes 
at the Court for those of a higher position; 
and he turned out several fair scholars, I 
can tell you, who went up to the Univer- 

H 
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sity well primed in the Greek Testament, 
which cannot be said of many of our young 
men in these days. He headed the tem- 
perance movement in the comity, not 
making it to serve in place of godliness, 
as is too much the fashion, but just put- 
ting it as one of the most beautiful flowers 
which springs from the root of faith. There 
is not a house within twenty nules of this 
place that will not tell you of his influence. 
But, when you have seen the Court, you 
must come down to Curtis's house, and 
see the servant and friend of his whole life. 
The two men were bom on the same day, 
the day our Queen was married, in Feb- 
^L/ ruary, 1 841 ; and they were bound up in 
the bundle of life together in no ordinary 
way." 
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" The house is empty and deserted," the 
stranger said. 

"Yes; the present owner, Sir Jasper 
King, haa no fancy to come and live here; 
he is in very bad health and is unmamed ; 
when he dies, this fine old estate will pass 
into the hands of strangers." 

After the stately house and grounds had 
been explored, Mr. Vernon turned back to 
the village, and in a pretty well-fumished 
house by the old forge he found George 
Curtis. 

The old blacksmith had long before been 
laid to rest by his Mary in the churchyard, 
and his son, for the sake of old tradition, 
had kept the forge going, though while 
his master lived he had always been an 
attendant upon him. This house had been 
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built on the site of the old place, and it 
had now a bright young mistress, for the 
little May the old blacksmith had loved 
so much became his daughter indeed, 
and George's wife before she was nine- 
teen. 

A chip of the blacksmith's old block was 
hanging to her gown now, as she advanced 
to meet Mr. Vernon, a dark-eyed sturdy 
boy of three years old, while in Mrs. 
Curtis's arms was another little May. 

**My husband is just walked up the 
village to the churchyard, sir ; he wanted 
to tie up some flowers on our father's 
grave. Will you please to step in, sir, 

« 

and wait ? " 

"No, thank you, Mrs. Curtis; I dare 
say we shall find George there. The 
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children look as blooming as their mother. 
Good morning." 

"What a pretty young woman," waa 
the stranger's rem^xk. 

" Yes ; and she has a story belonging to 
her. Her husband saved her from drown- 
ing when she was a chUd of four or five 
years old. Ah 1 here he is." 

Our old friend George Curtis was as 
fine a specimen of matured as he- had 
been of early manhood. There was, per- 
haps, a sadness on his fine face which 
deepened when he heard the stranger's 
errand; for George knew more of the 
noble life than any one, knew more of the 
power of that love which had brought 
every thought into subjection to the 
obedience of Christ. 
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Mr. Vernon asked him to come into the 
church with him, and the stranger and the 




liiree men stood micovered by the tomb 
of the Kings of Kingaholme. 
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No one spoke for a time. The loss of 
the squire was still fresh, and his name 
had only been lately added to that of his 
father and mother. There were several 
richly-carved monuments of Kings of cen- 
turies gone by in the chancel of the old 
church — Kings lying in full armour, with 
their ladies by their side, with ruff and 
whimple. But only a plain marble slab, 
let into the wall, told where rested Lionel 
King, of Kingsholme Court, only child of 
Lionel King and Isabella his wife. He 
entered into the rest of God's beloved on 
the 20th day of April, 1875, having sur- 
vived his mother Isabella King one year. 
" The memory of the just is blessed." 
"Yes," George Curtis said. "Sir, if 
you have come to see my master's grave. 
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I can tell you that no memory can be 
more blessed than his. And, sir, though 
it was hard to lose him and our lady, I 
can thank God they are at rest. He had 
not long to live without her ; and when 
he lost her, he never was the same again. 
You may have heard, sir, that my master 
was a cripple, and, by a fall he had when 
he was eighteen, never walked without 
crutches again; but you may not have 
heard that he was always bright and 
cheerful. He used to say he could live 
for God and the good of others as well 
without the use of his legs as with them 
— ^perhaps better — and from the day he 
came of age till the day he died, I never 
heard him make a murmur. We shall 
never know all the good he did in this 
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world ; but there's hundreds who will have 
cause to bless hinii and none more than I 
have. He was the best of masters to me." 
"And you were the best of servants, 
George. God will bless you for it," Mr. 
Vernon said solemnly, as they turned from 
the church, leaving the tomb of the Kings 
illuminated with the rays of the western 
sun, which, shining on the tablet, brought 
out in strong relief the name of — 

LIONEL KING, 

OP 

KINGSHOLME COURT. 

Even so does the eventide light fall 
upon the faithful ; and the peace that God 
giveth to His beloved is theirs. 
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16. Dare to do Bight. Three Tales by Julia A. Mathews. 

17. Giving Service : containing "Sceptres and Crowns/' and 

" The Flag of Truce." By the Author of *' The Wide Wide World." 

18. Holden with the Cords. By the Author of *< Without 

and Within." 

19. Giving Trust: containing ** Bread and Oranges/' and 

" The Bapids of Niagara." Tales lUustratiog " The Lord's Prayer." 
By the Author of " The Wide Wide World/^ 

20. Giving Honour: containing ^'The Little Camp on Eagle 

milT^and '* WiUow Brook." By the Author of " The Wide Wide 
World/' &c. 

21. Wych Hazel. A Tale. By Susan and Anna Wabneb. 

22. Gold of Chickaree. A Sequel to '<Wych HazeL" By 

the same. 

23. Diana. By Susan Wabneb. 




Jamea Niahet & Cda FvhltcaMons. 



THE 

EIOHTEENFEMT JUVENILE SEBIES. 

Uniform in Hze and Unding, lOmo, lUustrations, doth. 



1. Aunt Edith ; or, Love to God the Best Motiye. 

2. Susy's Sacrifice. By the Author of "Nettie's Mlsdon.* 

8. Kenneth Forbes; or. Fourteen Ways of Studying the 
Bible. 

4. Lilies of the Valley, and other Tales. 

5. Clara Stanley; or, A -Summer among the Hills. 

6. The Children of Blackberry Hollow. By Anna 

WAANJB&. 

7. Herbert Percy ; or, From Christmas to Easter. 

8. Passing Clouds ; or, Loye CJonquering Evil. 

9. Daybreak ; or. Bight Struggling and Triumphant. 

10. Warfare and Work ; or. Life's Progress. 

11. Evelyn Grey. By the Author of ** Clara Stanley." 

12. The History of the Gravelyn Family. 

13. Donald Fraser. 

14. The Safe Compass, and How it Points. By the Rev. 

E. Nkwton, D.i>. 

15. The King's Highway ; or, Illustrations of the Command- 

ments] By the same. 

16. Bessie at the Seaside. By Joanna H. Mathews. 

17. Casper. By the Author of ** Dollars and Cents," &c. 

18. Earl Krinken ; or. The Christmas Stocking. By Susan 

and Anna Wabnbs. 

19. Mr. Rutherford's Children. By the Author of " Dollars 

and Gents." 

20. Sybil and Chryssa. By the same. 

21. Hard Maple. By the same. 

22. Our School-Dasrs. By C. S. H. 

23. Aunt Mildred's Legacy. By the Author of '' The Best 

Cheer," Ac. 

24. Maggie and Bessie, and their Way to do Gk)od. By 

Joanna H. Mathews. 



James Niahet <k Co.'a Pttblications. 



EiGHTEENFEinrr JuvENiLB Sebies — Continued, 

25. Grace Buxton; or, The Light of Home. By Ehua 

MABSHAUto 

26. Little Katy and Jolly Jim. By Alice Gbat. 

27. Bessie at School. By Joanna H. Mathews. 

28. Bessie and Her Friends. By the same. 

29. Bessie on the Monntains. By the same. 

80. Hilda and Hildebrand; or. The Twins of Femdale 

Abbey. 

31. Glen Isla* By Mrs. Dbxtmmond. 

32. Lucy Seymour ; or, ** It is more blessed to Give than to 

Beceive. By the same. 

83. Louisa Moreton ; or, *' Children^ obey your Parents in 
all Things." By the same. 

34. The Wilmot Family ; or, <* They that deal truly are His 

Delight." By the same. 

35. Sowing in Tears and Reaping in Joy. By Franz 

HoFFMAKN. Translated from the German l^ Mn. Faber. 

36. Bessie on Her Travels. By Joanna H. Mathews. 

87. Little Nellie ; or, The aockmaker's Daughter. 

38. Three Little Sisters. By Mrs. Mabshall. 

89. Mabel Grant. A Highland Story. 

40. The Betum from India. By the Author of " Hilda and 

HUdebrand." 

41. The Court and the T^iIti ; a Story Founded on the 

Church Catechism. 

42. Silver Sands ; or, Pennie's Bomance. By Miss Cramfton. 

43. Lionel St. Clair. By L. A. Monobeiff. Author of 

•• Herbert Percy." 

44. The Knots Tom Gillies Tied and Untied. By Mrs. 

G. Gladstone. 

45. The Little Preacher. By the Author of '< Stepping 

Heavenward/' ^lic 

46. Love FulfOling the Law. 

47. Antoine the Italian Boy. By the Bev. C. W. DsznsoN. 

48. Two Little Hearts. By Sophie Sfigeb. 

49. Dick's First School-Days. By Mrs. H. Babnabd. 

50. Three Little Brothers. By Mis. Matwhat.t.. 



Jomiea Niahet & CoJb FMications, 



WOEKS BY R. M. BALLANTTNE. 



Crovm 8vo, Bs, doth, vnih IlhuirdUons. 

A TALE OF HEB MAJESTY'S MAIL& 

ALSO^ 
Crown 8vOf each 58, doth, 

1. In the Track of the Troops : A Tale of Modem War. 

2. The Settler and the Savage : A Tale of Peace and 

War in South Africa. 

3. Under the Waves ; or, Diving in Deep Waters. 

4. Rivers of Ice : A Tale Illustratiye of Alpine Adventurea 

and Glacier Action. 

5. The Pirate City. An Algerine Tale. 

6. Black Ivory : A Tale of Adventure among the Slavers of 

the East Coast of Afidca. 

7. The Norsemen in the West; or, America before 

Columbus. 
8. The Iron Horse ; or, Life on the Line. A Kailway Tale. 

9. The Floating Light of the Gtoodwin Sands. A Tale. 

10. Erling the Bold : A Tale of the Norse Sea-Kings. 

11. Deep Down : A Tale of the Cornish Mines. 

12. Fighting the Flames : A Tale of the London Fire-Brigade. 

18. Shifting Winds : A Tough Yam. 

14. The Lighthouse ; or, The Story of a Great Fight between 
Man and the Sea. 

1& The Lifeboat : A Tale of our Coast Heroes. 

16. Qascosrne, the Sandalwood Trader : A Tale of the 

Pacific. 

17. The Gk)lden Dream : A Tale of the Diggings. 



James Nishet <Sc Co.^s Publications, 



BALLANTYNB'S MISCELLANY 

OF 

ENTERTAINING AND INSTRUCTIVE TALES. 

IQmo, lUustraUons, eack I9., chih. 
Or, in setSf toith handsome clQth box, price 17«. 6d, 

1. Figlltillff the Wliales ; or, Doings and Dangers on a 

BishingCrnise. 

2. Away in the Wilderness ; or, Life among the Bed 

Indians and Fnr Traders of North America. 

3. Fast in the Ice ; or, Adventures in the Polar Begions. 
4' Chasing the Son ; or, Bambles in Norway. 

5. Sunk at Sea ; or, The Adventures of Wandering Will in 

the Pacific. 

6. Lost in the Forest J or, Wandering Will in South America. 

7. Over the Bocky Mountains ; or, Wandering WiU in the 

Land of the Redskin. 

8. Saved by the Lifeboat ; or, A Tale of Wreck and Bescue 

on the Coast. 

9. The Cannibal Islands; or, Captain Cook's Adventures 

in the South Seas. 

10. Hunting the Lions ; or, The Land of the Negro. 

11. Digging for Gk)ld ; or, Adventures in California. 



12. Up in the Clouds ; or, Balloon Voyages. 

13. The Battle and the Breeze ; or. The Fights and Fancies 

of a British Tar. 

14. The Pioneers : A Tale of the Western Wilderness. 

15. The Story of the Bock. 

16. Wrecked, but not Buined. 

Also, price 3«. 6d» each, 
I. 

Tales of Adventure on the Sea. Containing Nos. 1, 3, 9, 

and 18 of " BaUantyne's Miscellany." 

n. 
Tales of Adventure by Flood, Field, and Mountain*^ 

Ck>ntaining Nos. 6, 6, 7, and 11 of '^ Ballantyne's MisoeUany.* 

nL 

Tales of Adventure ; or. Wild Work in Strange Places. 
Containing Nos. 2, 10, 12, and 14 of " Ballantyne's MisoeUany." 

IV. 

Tales of Adventure on the Coast. Containing Nos. 4, 8, 

15, and 16 of " Ballantyne's Miscellany." 




James Nuhet dt CoJs PMuations, 



THE HOIE m SCHOOL SERES OF mENILE BOOKS. 

With lUuttraHcnt. In imoS erown, extra cloth, tobch Is. 6(2. 

!• Amos Fayle ; or, Throogh tba Wndemess into a Wealthy 
Plaee. By Mxb. Psoobxb. 

2. Bnimiiig Away. 

8. Stories of the Land we Live in. By William Locke. 

i. A Bay of Light to Brighten Cottage Homes. By the 

Antnor of " ▲ Trap to Catch a Sunbeam." 

5. The Story of an Old Pocket Bible, as lelated by Itself. 

By BoBKBT Coz, A.M. 

6. Ashton Oottage ; or, The Trae Faith. 

7. Marjory. By Mrs. Mabshall. 

8. Oonrage and Cowards ; or, Who was the Bravest? By 

the Author of "The Maiden of the Icebeig." 

9. Agatha Lee's Inheritance. By Mrs. B. H. Higham, 

Author of " The Other House." 

10. Alice LTstrange's Motto. By Rabt Huhb. 

11. Nidworth and his Three Mi^c Wands. By Mrs. 

Pkuttibb. 

12. Faithful onto Death : or, Snsine and Glande of the 

YalFeUoe. 



AMERICAN TALES. 

WUh lUuitrations, Each crown 8vo, 2«. 6(2., doth, 

1. The Home at Greylock. By Mrs. Pbentiss, Author of 

" Stepping Heavenward." 

2. Onr Buth : A Story of Old Times in New England. By 
Ifn. Prxntibb, Author of " The Home at Greylock," Ac. 

8. The Three Little Spades. By Anna Wabnxb. 

4. Stepping Heavenward. By Mrs. Pbentiss. 

5. Urban^ and his Friends. By the Author of " Stepping 

Heavenward." 

6. Fine Needles and Old Tarns. By the Author of " The 

Wide Wide World." 
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